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now occupied by the quays and palaces of Dover,
Baltimore, and Philadelphia, have taken a fitful
and precarious root in the soil. These Delawares
have long since buried the hatchet, put on panta-
loons, forgotten the use of war-paint. Some of
them make farmers; living on friendly terms with
their pale neighbours ; even marrying their sons
into the families of whites. We pass a Shawnee
village, of which the same things may be said.
White men's ranches stand among them ; dangerous
neighbours to these natives; for the Pale-face,
finding his way through the cracks and crannies of
Indian character, making himself first useful, then
formidable, to the tribe, commonly ends the con-
nexion with them by becoming lord and owner of
their lands.

The air is warm and sweet; a perfume of prairie
flowers mingling with the distant snows of the
sierras. The sky is intensely blue, with none of
that golden haze which frets the eye in our own
southern landscapes. A patch of cloud, intense
and vivid in its whiteness, dots and relieves the
grand monotony of azure, so as to combine in one
field of view the distinctive beauties of a Sicilian
and an English sky.

As we draw  away from the river, the wood-